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Aldric’s Journey
Excerpt From Novel: The Willow Maiden
By Ellen Denham

It was a cold winter in the land called Lule,
in the far north o f the world. Though spring
was not far off and the days were swiftly
growing longer, the vast, northern plains
were still blanketed with white. The weak,
wintry sun shone halfheartedly through
dappled gray clouds that hung in indecisive
clumps, as though unsure whether or not to
gather into a storm. Herds of elk went about
their business, patiently digging through the
snow with their hooves to find the lichen that
sustained them during the winter months.
Smoke rose through the chill air in tight
columns from the chimneys o f a few villages
scattered near the sparse pine forests dotting
the otherwise empty landscape.
The villagers, hardy enough to endure
the northern winters, stayed mostly in the
shelter of their wooden houses, living off o f
cured meat and stored grain. Above the most
isolated o f these villages, closest to a
looming, inhospitable mountain range which
separated the tundra from the southern lands,
a great mass o f black smoke hung in the air
like a warning, pointing towards the south.
Nothing moved across this barren landscape
save a lone figure wrapped in furs and
making its slow but determined way over the
snow, the only sound that o f snowshoes
landing over and over in a steady, muffled
rhythm.
Gone. All gone, Aldric thought to
him self as he trudged through the heavy
snow, feeling the familiar rage boil within
him, threatening to send him into madness.
But Aldric had one task to do before the end,
and it was only this that kept him relentlessly
following the w olf tracks southwards. He

bound his shaggy mane o f dark hair beneath
his ragged fur hat, squared his shoulders, and
walked determinedly into the wind.
It was to have been the day o f a feast
celebrating the approach o f spring and the
birthing o f the lambs, but there would be no
feasting now. There was no one left to feast,
and as far as he could tell, Aldric was now
utterly alone. It had been Aldric’s task to
bring home the stag for the festival o f
Asadmelk, but his triumphant return was met
only by a scene of death and carnage. The
dreadful wolves that had come from the
mountains had slaughtered every single
person in Verrgard, as well as all o f thendogs and livestock.
The first inkling he had that anything
was amiss, before he even saw the w olf
tracks, was when he had shouted a greeting
as he pulled the heavy sled bearing his prize
towards the village, and heard no response.
Ordinarily, the young women would have
come out singing to greet him with garlands
o f ribbons, and the Elders would have
followed to carry the stag into the village.
Then, upon making his solitary way through
the gate (why was it left open?), he nearly
stumbled over something lying in the snow
and was almost breathless with shock when
he realized that it was the lifeless body o f an
elderly man. The body was already stiff, the
eyes wide and staring, the throat ripped out
and the rest o f the corpse so mangled that if
it weren’t for the eyes, Aldric wouldn’t have
recognized old Oran, one of the Elders. All
day he had searched for signs o f life, turning
over some o f the less mangled bodies,
searching for any sign o f a pulse or
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heartbeat, before coining to the unfortunate
conclusion that there were no survivors.
An image o f his mother’s broken body,
partially eaten, flashed into his mind and
Aldric blinked his eyes to rid them of the
gruesome sight. Mother, father, his beloved
younger sister Danna, everyone he had
known for his entire life was now gone. He
had searched in vain, seeking for tracks that
would indicate that some o f them had fled,
but found none. The villagers had
apparently been caught completely by
surprise. Wolves had sometimes prowled
around their stockade and occasionally
ventured near enough to take one of the
lambs, but Aldric didn’t think that these were
ordinary wolves. For one thing, the tracks
were too large. And they did not kill out o f
hunger, for many o f the bodies were
untouched except for their death wounds.
Aldric was young and strong and had
been trained as a hunter; his grandmother
had once been one o f the village Elders. He
had not been prepared for this tragedy, but he
was determined to do what would have been
expected o f him. He had done his best to
drag all the bodies he could find into the
village square, where he lit a fire that he
hoped would serve two purposes—to
consume their ruined flesh and carry them
home and also to alert the next village, some
miles to the northwest Aldric would not be
going in that direction, for the wolves had
not gone that way and these neighbors were
in no immediate danger. The tracks led
south, and so south Aldric went, though he
suspected, even half hoped, that he was
walking towards his own death. I will carry
some o f their souls to hell with me, he
thought grimly. If they have souls.
For days, Aldric followed the tracks
south, watching the mountains loom ever
closer, sustaining himself on dried meat from
Vengard’s winter stores and the occasional
snow hare he dispatched with his bow. He
slept at night in die branches o f trees, or

under the meager shelter o f rocky ledges.
One night he had the unusual experience o f
sleeping in the same tree as a lynx, who lay
sprawled on a higher branch observing him
with mild disinterest. Though he briefly
considered shooting it for its fur and meat,
Aldric knew that he would not have the heart
to kill such a bold and unsuspecting beast.
Madga, the shaman o f Verrgard, had worn an
amulet carved into the likeness o f Kettrin,
the great lynx, keeper o f mystery. Aldric had
taken it from her mutilated body to keep as a
remembrance, but he did not wear it-it was
buried at the bottom o f his pack with other
mementos o f home. Upon seeing the lynx, it
would have been proper to offer a prayer to
Kettrin, yet Aldric’s heart was too heavy—
what was there to pray for when he had lost
everything he loved?
When he woke, the lynx was gone.
Aldric could hear wolves howling in the
distance, yet it seemed they always outpaced
him. At last he began to climb among the
foothills o f the Stafenfell mountain range,
called more commonly by his people “The
Fence,” for it represented the border o f the
world that they knew. It was madness to
enter the Fence in winter, but this is where
the w olf tracks led, and Aldric would follow.
Sometimes he almost forgot what he was
following; his legs moved mechanically, his
head down as he put his feet mindlessly one
in front o f the other in the tracks left by the
enormous paws o f wolves. But then he
would remember and the tears would come
again to freeze in his beard.
“Mother,” he would murmur, “Father,
poor little Danna . . . ”
Soon, his sorrow would turn to rage
again and he would hurl his great spear at
some snowdrift, cursing wildly. It was
during one o f these rages that the snow
started to fall again. Aldric did not fear the
snow; his people had long ago developed
special shoes so that they could walk on top
o f the frozen crust rather than sinking
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beneath i t However, as the snow fell, it
became more and more difficult to follow the
w olf tracks, and he knew that soon they
would disappear completely.
Almost blindly, thrusting the butt end o f
his spear into the snow to help propel him
along, Aldric persevered along the steep,
narrow valley into which he had followed
the wolf tracks. The valley began to turn
eastwards between two rocky folds of the
imposing mountains. Though the tracks
soon filled up with snow, he was still
confident that he was on their trail, for he
found no way to turn to the north or south,
only a valley continuing to the east and
becoming increasingly deep and narrow. He
guessed that it would lead him to a cave
where the beasts dwelled, if indeed they
were merely beasts. Aldric was very familiar
with animal behavior and suspected that
there was something sorely amiss with any
creature that would do such a thing. As he
walked, he tried to mentally prepare himself
for what he saw as his courageous Last
Stand. “For Mother. For Father. ForDanna
. . . ” He began with his family, then went on
to name all o f the inhabitants o f Verrgard.
As he plodded on through the wintry
weather, Aldric’s mind was a tangle of
thoughts and memories. When he was
young, maybe seven, he had been very sick
with a fever. Vana Madga had made him
drink some vile potions and came each
morning to chant and scatter herbs around
his bed. But it was his mother’s care that
Aldric remembered best. She sang to him,
and he could still remember how cool her
hand felt against his damp, burning forehead
as she stroked it softly, brushing his hair
back from his face. He remembered hearing
Danna crying in the next room, because she
wanted to play with him and was too young
to understand why their parents would not
allow her to see him. Fortunately, she had
not caught the fever herself, though several
children in the village were quite sick, and

one girl a year younger than Aldric had died.
Apparently, Aldric had been close to death
himself, but he was not told this until he was
much older.
When the fever had at last broken, Aldric
remembered his grandmother and mother
talking together by his bedside.
“He is special, that one,” Aldric’s
grandmother, Gerdis, whispered. “The raven
almost claimed him, and yet he had the
strength to remain with us. He may grow up
with one foot in the otherworld—a dreamer
of true dreams.”
“I hope not,” Aldric’s mother, Disa, said.
Aldric imagined by her tone o f voice that she
was making the sign to ward off evil. “Vana
Madga will want him for a shaman, and
Eldric will never permit that.”
Though Aldric did not fully understand
what they were talking about, he knew that
he did not want to be a shaman, like old
Madga, with her potions and herbs. As he
grew older, he said the proper blessings
along with everyone else, but felt he needed
no animal spirits to protect and guide him—
he was strong, like his father, and could take
care of himself. But now, he wondered. Was
the destruction of Verrgard some sort o f
punishment, and if so, by whom and for
what? If the spirits did indeed speak to
Madga, would they not have warned her o f
Verrgard’s impending doom, or was she so
old that she was becoming deaf to their
voices? Why was he spared, and was the
fact that he still lived a punishment or a
blessing?
Moving slowly but determinedly
forward, Aldric found himself facing a
massive wall of snow and rubble that
appeared to be only newly fallen from the
mountainside. It completely blocked the
valley, filling it in as neatly as the dam his
people had once built to divert a nearby
stream. He bared his teeth and scowled at
the hulking mound o f dirty snow, rock, and
ice, brandishing his spear as if the obstacle
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were some m onster sent to challenge him,
though he knew that his spear could not help
him conquer this beast. It was no good to try
to climb it, as the recently fallen debris
would be much too unstable. Cursing, he
flung himself forward against it, even began
to dig with his frozen fingers, but in his
heart, Aldric knew that the mountain had
beaten him. He could go no further that day.
He huddled, miserable and cold, against the
wall, as there was no better shelter nearby,
and tried to wait out the storm, hoping that
the morning light would show him a way.
Aldric’s dreams since he began his
journey had been thankfully few. The scene
o f death in his home of Verrgard had been
enough material for a lifetime of nightmares.
But that night he had a curious dream that
left an icy taste o f dread in his mouth. Two
elderly but hale women stood stooped over a
loom, apparently observing a tapestry in
progress, being woven by a third woman as
ancient as the other two. Though he could
not later recall their words, it seemed that
they were arguing, with much pointing
towards a particular part o f the weaving.
The one seated at the loom used a long and
crooked finger to trace a pattern above the
cloth, and another wizened crone held a
measuring stick against it. The third, her
face concealed in a hood except for a
prominent nose, stood ready with large,
gleaming scissors, snapping them in the air
from time to time while she spoke, as if for
punctuation. Her voice seemed deep and
sinister, and he struggled to understand the
words emanating from beneath that great,
hawk-like nose, until finally his ears made
sense out o f two syllables, “He dies.”
Aldric awoke with a gasp, half imagining
that he heard a metallic snapping noise, but it
was only a small tumble o f gravel bouncing
down the still unstable slope.
In the gray light of the long, slow dawn,
Aldric stretched his stiff limbs, cramped and
aching from the cold, and tried to rub some

feeling into his fingers, red and beginning to
swell with chilblains. He was relieved to see
that the snow had stopped, but this still did
not solve his problem about how to go
forward. Going back was not an option;
there was nothing there but a burned village
and terrible memories. Somehow he had to
reach the other side o f the wreckage left by
the avalanche in order to continue his pursuit
o f the wolves. Digging him self out from the
accumulated snow and shaking it from his
furs, Aldric took a long drink from his water
skin, carefully stored in an inside pocket o f
his fur vest so that the water would not
freeze. It would have been tempting to
consider his odd dream to be a bad omen, but
Aldric had given up caring whether or not
luck was on his side. Oh, certainly, he gave
the totem spirits and sacred animals their
proper due, but he did not expect them to
take a personal interest in his troubles.
Several hours later, when the sun was
almost as high as it was going to get that day,
Aldric clung to the frozen slope like a fly to
a wall, nearly halfway up, he guessed. He
had hoped that once he climbed above the
heap o f ice and rubble, he could simply
move horizontally along the mountainside
until he cleared it, but he found him self
continually having to move to the right,
away from his intended destination, to find
hand and footholds. It appeared, he thought
with a sigh, that the only way to go was up.
Once he reached the ridge, if he did, he
would have to walk along it and search for a
place to descend back into the valley.
Aldric’s knotted muscles shook as he
struggled to hang onto his axe, in his right
hand, and his knife, tightly clenched in his
left, driving them over and over again into
the frozen slope as he made his slow and
painful way up the sheer side o f the valley.
His throat was parched, but there was not
even the hint o f a ledge on which to rest long
enough to take a swallow from the water
skin that sloshed tantalizingly from beneath
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his furs. His feet scrambled for a grip, and if
he was lucky, sometimes held onto the barest
hint o f a ledge or bump on the frozen
surface. Other times, he could not seem to
angle his feet to get the bear fangs on his
shoes to dig into the ice-crusted snow and
had to rely solely on the strength o f his arms
to hold the weight of both himself and his
heavy pack. He even considered opening the
pack and sending most o f its contents
hurtling into the valley below, if he only
could spare a hand to do so, which o f course
he could not. He couldn’t even scratch his
nose, which was burning painfully, and he
hoped, not becoming frostbitten.
Finally, he managed to climb onto a
shallow ledge, but not much of one, and give
his cramped hands a rest. His bow and spear
strapped to his pack made him clatter like a
tinker as he tried to get an arm inside his vest
to reach his water skin, but he gave up after
nearly slipping off of the ledge. Aldric was
beginning to think that he was a complete
fool for having tried this sort of ascent, but at
this point going down was probably more
risky than continuing upwards, if he had a
chance o f surviving either.
Well, if I die today, at least I will be in
good company, he told himself, recalling his
family and friends.
But to give up now would be suicide, a
wasted death that would accomplish nothing.
Bracing himself to continue the perilous
ascent, Aldric gripped his axe and knife and
started upwards again. He had a harrowing
moment when his knife did not stick into the
ice, but only pulled a chunk loose to careen
down the mountainside, and he hung by one
arm for what seemed like an eternity until he
could find a better purchase. There was
another, just when he thought he might be
nearing the top. Aldric managed to slip and
slide back down the ice, thinking that surely
he was dead until his feet met a familiar
ledge and he realized with a heavy sigh that
he would have to repeat probably twenty feet

o f his climb. By this time he was almost
delirious with cold and exhaustion, and not
even sure sometimes what was still making
him go forward, except the thought that at
some point his aching arms would get a
chance to rest But at last the angle o f the
mountain became more gentle, and at times
he felt like he was lying prone upon the belly
o f some frost giant rather than attempting to
stand on air. He was crawling like a baby
when his tired eyes saw, for the first time
since he had begun the climb, sky ahead o f
him instead o f snow. He had reached the
ridge!
With a grunt, Aldric removed his pack
and at last retrieved his water skin from
beneath his vest, taking several long
swallows. His right shoulder was throbbing
as if he had nearly tom the arm from the
socket, and his left ankle had twisted slightly
in the one fall he took. He was weak and
exhausted, but amazingly enough, Aldric had
managed to avoid any serious injury. He sat
dazed in the snow for a few minutes before
he realized that he had to pull himself
together and look at his surroundings, decide
whether to try to make camp in this
inhospitable location or move on. It would
not do to have made the dangerous climb in
one piece and then freeze to death because
he was too tired to move.
Once he had raised himself creakily to
his feet and was able to look around him,
Aldric’s gaze was first drawn to the south,
where an eagle seemed to float effortlessly
on a current o f air. Aldric’s people revered
eagles, and so he bowed his head and almost
in spite of himself, murmured a brief prayer
o f thanks to Vommar, the great eagle, though
he was not sure that such a creature really
existed. All his muscles felt like
overstretched bowstrings, but he was filled
with a sudden exhilaration to realize that he
had made it up the treacherous slope and
probably come further than anyone into the
Fence. For the first time in days, though he
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Fence. For the first time in days, though he
was hardly aware of it at the time, Aldric
caught a brief glimpse into a future which
did not involve him dying in these
mountains, either from the cold and
dangerous journey or from the deadly
wolves, should he ever find them.
He had never been this far from home. It
had never occurred to him when he had a

home to return to, that he might want to go
this far away from it. Inexplicably, Aldric
was filled with a wild and savage joy that
welled up suddenly within him as he
surveyed his surroundings. His chapped lips
spread into a lopsided grin as he half
imagined himself to be a giant, who could
bound from mountaintop to mountaintop in a
single leap.

To the southwest, the mountains became less
steep and though he could not see it, he
could imagine a land of lush green hills
beyond them. With some reluctance, Aldric
turned again to the north, but he did not want
to raise his eyes in the direction of home.
Instead he simply peered back into the valley
from which he had just come, noting that it
continued down and east past the avalanche
that had blocked his path. He was amazed at
how high he had climbed, and how the
mound o f icy rubble that had almost beaten

him looked so small and trifling from here—a
squat gray gnome o f a heap, not the towering
giant he had faced from below. Perhaps if he
walked along die ridge eastwards, he could
find a way to descend again . . . With a sigh,
he looked over his shoulder towards the
south, before setting his jaw into the
determined expression into which his
features had nearly frozen for die past days.
He still had a job to do. But he could not
resist another look to the south when he saw
that the eagle was coming closer, soaring
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over the highest peak.
To his utter amazement, the eagle
approached and landed on the ridge not far
from him. He was so close that he could see
the hook of the bird’s black and golden beak
and the outline o f each feather. Marveling at
his good fortune to see such a beautiful
creature up close, Aldric again inclined his
head slightly in reverence. It was possible
that this was one o f Vommar’s descendents,
after all, and might even understand speech.
“Good morning, Lord o f the A ir. . . ”
Aldric began shakily, feeling somewhat
foolish for speaking to a bird, but there were
those in Verrgard who had claimed to have
conversed with eagles, and his grandmother
had always taught him that this was true.
“Good morning yourself. Hriik!”
Aldric looked up in amazement to hear
the somewhat raspy, but otherwise very
human sounding voice. The last sound was a
shrill exclamation, more like the usual cry of
a bird than human speech, but he couldn’t
help but think that the eagle sounded vaguely
annoyed. He forgot his manners entirely as
he faced the majestic bird, his face frozen
into a shocked stare.
“I see you have the manners to greet me
but not the wit to see that I am not a Lord but
a Lady. Vommar of the Northern Skies, your
people call me, though I can just as easily fly
to the southern skies from where I dwell, on
the topmost branches of Vidrost—the World
Tree—a place which none of your kind may
ever reach.”
“Lor—Lady Vommar! I am sorry, I did
not think . . . ”
Aldric reached up to straighten his fluhat, briefly wondering if he should remove it
in the presence o f such a being.
“Obviously you did not think. I do not
know why those o f your people who have
had the good fortune to have met me do not
get the tale straight when they tell it. I am
female. Every century or so, I even lay an
egg.”

“I, um,” Aldric stammered, “most
humbly beg your pardon. . . ”
He searched his memory trying to
remember if anyone had taught him how one
might address such a creature. He had
always heard Vommar referred to as Lord o f
the Air, and it was a bit o f a shock to
discover that his people were wrong about
something like this. He quickly cycled
through and discarded several forms o f
address before adding, “Mother o f Eagles.”
Vommar did not seem to be placated by
this title but regarded him coolly with her
sharp eyes, and did not speak for so long that
Aldric almost wondered if he had gone mad
from the cold and only imagined that the bird
had spoken to him. He tried to meet her
stony gaze, noticing how the sun reflecting
on the snow seemed to surround her in a
nimbus of golden light. She was, he thought,
probably the size o f a large dog—at any rate,
much larger than a usual eagle. Behind her,
to the south, the snow-covered mountains
continued their jagged march to east and
west, and beyond that, he could not see
anything but mist and sky. Looking down at
his feet, he noticed how ragged his fur
leggings had become, and how the thick, wet
snow clung to them in clumps. Finally, he
could not resist a quick glance to the north,
for the sun had finally begun to shine into the
deep valley from which he had come.
Perhaps the sun might show him a way
around the avalanche, or some sign that the
wolves had passed that way.
“You will not find what you seek there,”
Vommar remarked at last. “There is another
path I might suggest.”
“You know what I seek?” Aldric was so
startled that he only remembered at the last
moment to add a perfunctory, “My Lady?” as
he rather clumsily made a slight bow from
the waist
“Those wolves are going back to the
place from which they came. It is a path not
suited to humans except for the one who
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attempted to control them.”
Aldric’s hands clenched into fists. He would
kill whomever was responsible if he had to
do it with his bare hands.
“No one sent them, but, well, I suppose
one might say that they got out of someone’s
control. It is a dangerous thing to tamper
with animals and try to turn them into
something they are not Dreadful sorcery!
Hriik!” Vommar’s dark eyes widened with
her last exclamation.
“I don’t understand, Lady Vommar. . . ”
Aldric had a million questions which all
seemed to want to escape his mouth at once,
but instead, it moved soundlessly while he
tried to imagine what question he could ask
that Vommar might actually answer.
“Why are you telling me this?” Aldric
finally asked, somewhat perplexed that the
Great Eagle o f Vidrost, much revered by his
people in story and song, would come to his
aid, here, now, in this frozen wilderness.
“Well,” Vommar paused for a moment,
turning her head to the side so that she could
regard him with one sharp eye, “first, I must
say that I am very impressed with your
determination in getting out of that valley.
And second, hmm, let’s just say that your
feet are on the edge of straying down a very
interesting path, and perhaps I am curious
about the ‘what ifs.’ I am even willing to
point you in the right direction—you look like
you could use the help.”
Curious? Aldric was not sure he liked
that answer, and wondered just what sort of
‘help’ he was about to receive. It was hard to
read Vommar’s expression, but her beak was
slightly parted, perhaps in a grin.
“But if you can see all that happens in
the world from the top o f Vidrost and you
wished to help me, why did you not help me
sooner? Surely you know how many people
died in my village, yet you did nothing!”
Aldric was surprised at his own anger:
this was no way to talk to Vommar, but his
grief over losing his family was still too raw,

“Did someone send them? Why?”
his desire for vengeance still too strong.
Truth be told, he was closer to tears than he
would have liked to be in front o f the eagle.
His dark brows were drawn together and
down over his pale blue eyes, his lips pressed
into a thin line.
Vommar fluffed her wing feathers idly
with her beak, and then tilted her head
downwards, regarding him with the sort of
cold stare of which only a bird is capable.
“My job, so to speak, is to observe. It is
rare that I leave the summit of the World
Tree. I did see your village, and I am sorry
for the pain its destruction has caused you.
But do not be so arrogant as to think you are
the only one in the world who has suffered.
At almost the same time, a volcano far to the
south of the world erupted, killing
thousands.”
“A volcano?” Aldric asked, his voice
more subdued as he pondered the unfamiliar
word.
“Never mind that. Hriik!” Vommar
replied with what sounded like an
exasperated sigh, or its avian equivalent.
“Do you want my help, or don’t you? While
I am away from the tree, my hawk Folnir is
in charge, witnessing all the events o f the
world in my place, and there is no telling
how much he will get wrong or
misunderstand before I return.”
Vommar shuddered, her wings leaving
her sides for a moment as if she meant to
take flight, shaking her head in derision.
Aldric looked around him. He stood on a
ridgetop of a treacherous mountain covered
with snow that had very nearly claimed his
life. In truth, there probably was little
chance he could find a safe way out without
the aid of the eagle. Raising his eyes to meet
the bird’s inscrutable gaze, he replied at last,
“I thank you, Lady of the Air, for coming to
my aid and will do as you say.”
Aldric felt humiliated. He was lucky
enough to have met Vommar, whose keen
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these mountains on his own. Before
Vommar came, he had felt almost heroic—a
hero about to go to a noble death that could
be recounted in song, if there were any left to
sing it. Now he felt like a child again, as he
trudged resolutely on, following the ridge as
the eagle had directed.

eyes saw everything that happened in the
world. And he had already made a fool of
himself, first addressing her as ‘Lord,’ and
then criticizing her for not doing anything to
save Verrgard. He did not even particularly
want to accept her aid, but under that
accusing gaze, he felt defeated, a puny
human with no chance o f getting through

I, WOLF
by Berrien C. Henderson

I am the runner o f the wood,
Courser of moonlight, soft and true.
Stars sing to me,
And my dance is a swift passing in the night.
Raven and Owl I call friend,
And Roebuck and Doe I call feast.
I am hunter—
The blood o f my prey is praise
To the bountiful lands.
I am pack-son and lone one,
Who is both known to many
And a ghost at times to his own.
The night is mine—
Where shadow and dark
Are my brethren,
Starlight my sister,
Moon my mistress.

Gray as the earth is my pelt.
Golden as the sun are my eyes, amberfire.
White, cold as moonlight and starshine are
my fangs.
Haunted from the depths o f Time,
My howl rings across the hills.
Man has been my brother and my hunter,
But I am not his to tame.
I am Nature’s child.
I am the joy o f the wild set free,
Free as the winds I race.
For I am the runner o f the wood,
Courser of moonlight, soft and true.
Stars sing to me,
And my dance is a swift passing in the night.
I, W olf
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